Faction took when the certainty of defeat at the polls
dawned on what passes for their brains. What step did
they take? They called a meeting at which they told us
that Faction was wicked. Little choir-boys sang of the
beauty of brotherly love. Holy voices urged unity. Not
a word, mind, not one single word was said about re-
storing what had been seized or offering to election \vhat
was snatched by force. No, we were^told that Faction
was wicked and opposed to Christian principles, and that
therefore our Faction should not seek legal redress,
should not try to restore that old folly of die Consul-
ship which only made trouble between the Wolf and
the Lamb. There was some indignation at the meeting,
but I gathered, in spite of the noise, that we were asked
to take a little time to consider this great question, for
upon our decision the peace of The City and Empire
depended. It was to us, so we were told, before popular
fury stopped the teller, that The City and the Empire
looked for peace. Was it? Ah, friends, when the offer
was made to us what measure of peace was in our
opponents' hearts? Even as we were begged for peace,
even as we were besought to establish peace, these
hypocrites' messengers were galloping to recall the
troops so rashly sent from The City. All this talk of
peace was but to gain time while the troops returned
to help them to crash liberty. I say boldly to this nephew
of a tyrannical usurper that his offer of peace is due to
dread and craft because he fears the justice of an out-
raged people. He seeks time to bring here his hired
assassins. Meanwhile he offers us the kiss of Judas the
traitor. I say to you, Justinian, that your uncle, the
Emperor, is a thief and a murderer. I say that you hope
to profit by the murder as you have profited by the theft,
I say that your offer of peace is craft and policy while